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Vou. LXVI. 
Fun Week by Week. 
BY THE FARTY ON THE SPOT. 
Wednesday.—Said ‘‘ Good-bye” to Bayreuth for the conclusion of 





the Festival, like a good many of the rest of them. Another couple 
of days of it to come, but quite a stream of us coming away to-morrow, 
after a rattling evening with Die Gitterddmmerung. 


SEEMING. 


Enthusiasts return 
From that Bayreuth concern 
(Although it’s not quite done), 
And homeward are repairing ; 
The last affair they sung,’ 
Die Gitterdimmerung, 
Is quite a charming one’ 
(Although it sounds like*swearing !) 


Saw M. Faure safely off from Paris bound for Russia. Hurried 
away and joined the British Association in Toronto—opening day 
of a high old time. 


Thursday.—Brought the King of Siam up to town this morning, 
and took him (incog.) for a drive in one of the new electric cabs. 
Back to the ‘‘ yot”’ to see the Channel Race. Bona won. Bona is 
good. Superior to the Sheriff’s Return ‘“‘ Nulla Bona’’ occasionally. 
Helped the Duke and Duchess of York open the Textile Exhibition 
in Dublin. Passed the rest of the day at the Oval. Big day and 
huge crowd, 


Friday.—Got over to Dublin to see that the Duke and Duchess 
were getting on all right. They are having a high old time!— 
enthusiasm everywhere! Got H.R.H. properly invested with the 
Order of St. Patrick, then rushed back to Bayreuth to see that the 
Princess got off comfortably. Was persuaded to stay for Parsiful 
(played for the 100th time) and Frau Wagner’s banquet. Dipped 
into the newspapers in the train—- read an account of how two 
plucky boys—William Smith, of Hackney Wick, and William 
Willis, of Victoria Park—saved a would-be suicide from drowning. 
All honour to ’em, J say—may their shadows never grow less ! 


LAURELS. 


William Smith, of Hackney Wick, 
“ Fortune to you!” I’d remark, 
William Willis you’re a brick, 
Living in Victoria Park. 
May you each obtain your Phyllis, 
Plucky youngsters, sound of pith— 
Fortune to you, William Willis, 
Luck attend you, William Smith. 
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Saturday.—The Penrhyn Lock-out ended to-day. Most satisfactory 
ending. Saw the King of Siam safely off on his journey to 
Germany—awfully cut up at parting from me, promised him I'd 
look him up in Bankok some day soon, and he went off quite cheer- 
fully at last. Got the Duke and Duchess safely to the a 
town Races. More enthusiasm all over the place. Also whisky. 
And shillelaghs. And pretty girls. Had to get back to the ‘ yot,”’ 
so reluctantly tore myself away. Got down to the Royal Dorset 
Yacht Club Regatta in good time to see Bona win (by half-a- 
minute on her time allowance) against Aurora and Meteor. After 
that made for the Crystal Palace to see the finish of the National 
Co-operative Festival. Back to the yot, and bed. 


Monday.—Got round to Cronstadt in the yot just to see that the 
meeting between M. Faure and the Czar came offall right. Managed 
the whole thing beautifully, and accompanied the pair of them to 
Peterhof. Left them there drinking each other's health, and cut 
across to Sheffield, where the Yorkshiremen were royally entertain- 
ing a detachment of Colonial troops under Colonel Lassiter. After 
that saw the Princess pronstto settled at Worischofen, and 
finished up with a visit to the Liverpool Walker Art Gallery. Dined 
on the yot in the Mersey. 


Tuesday.—Had to be in St. Petersburg pretty early to help M. 
Faure lay the foundation stone of a new bridge over the Neva, to 
be called the Faure Bridge. Then off to Dublin to take the Duke 
and Duchess to Bray. We did it—also Viscount Powerscourt’s 
lovely place and back again to Dublin. Over to Dumfries after this 
to carry through the presentation of the Freedom of the Burgh to 
the Right Hon. A. J. Balfour, M.P.—also down to the Torbay Royal 
Regatta to see Bona, Aurora, Meteor race together once more. These 
yachts must be getting quite old friends, and will probably be 
awfully cut up when the time for partingcomes. Bona took the 
prize this time—Meteor scored a second, and Aurora lost a spar— 
which means she couldn’t make a fight for it. Got back in time fora 
gay and uproarious meeting of City Guardians, who have been 
accused of overdoing the lunches out of the rates on their visits to 
Homerton and Bow. Mr. Lobb, who has stirred the waters, had a 
lot of music to face. 


A YORKER. 


The City Fathers’ bosom bleeds, 

Their ire is raised also, 
At what is said about their feeds 

At Homerton and Bow. 
“To curry favour with the mob 

(They hint) there ain’t a doubt, 
That that intrepidable Lobb 
Has been and bowled us out.” 

Tue Sporrer. 
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Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a st.uinped ani addressed envelope. 
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So strange a pair was seldom seen 
As Eusophat and Isoline. 
; They lived the life of dog and cat, 
Did Isoline and Eusophat. 
Though, as the name of each implies, 
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The Silly Season Saved! 


‘A daily paper states that the number 
of competing attractions with which the 
silly season correspondence has this vear 
to reckon is, indeed, quite remarkable. 
Some doubt existed at one time whether 
the correspondence would take place at 


> 


From India’s frontier tidings dire 
Demand our close attention ; 

All thoughts run on ‘the world’s desire” 
When Klondyke’s name you mention ; 
he Turk's obtuseness as he leads 
The Concert through strange capers 

Why these, with Andrée’s polar « deeds, 
Quite fill the daily papers. 


Now, this e mbarrassing display 

Of news that has some reaso1 

ed in verv parious Way 
ld silly season : 


The gushing folk begin to fret 
Throughout the Queen’s dominions 
Because they fear no chance they'll get 
Of airing their opinions 

‘*4 Father’ longs once more to launc! 
On controversial waters 

cA L g Mother.” true and staun 
W lia rate about her ia ight rs 

‘A Ba a a if spens 
His sour and cy loses 

And s Ss gri¢ s lack of sens 
In ma +r that verbose is ' 


For news that is more pressing 
Dear Telegraph, at any rate 

You've earned the nation’s blessing, 
By saving, as you've done before 

The poor old silly seaso1 
And now the countrv’s given o’e 


T. hahhi eee, 8 
To babble and unreason 


mam 4 
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‘is mbing,”’ as the wife who was ' woe 
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doing her hair replied to her husband sncdiss icf aie Gaal 
when he called out that they only had Mr. 
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ten minutes in which to catch the train . a 
speakiz , retailed by 





Waftings from the Wings. 


FucyHa™ has got a lovely new theatre, all marble and gold and red 
plush and electric lights, and Fulham turned out in its hundreds to 
do the new playhouse honour. Mr. Henderson, the manager, ma: 
indeed be proud of his handsome omg “0 f Thespis, as we say in 


e4 £ - + o _ . ~f hl, > + + 
the suburbs, for it is a remarkabl tine specimen of the belt 

£ y + ++} tal Ay , y ——s ; 
places of amusement with which L ndon is becoming encompassed 


The opening attraction was Mr. George Edwardes’ No. 1 Com- 
I 
new sen Oetinae “ ‘ Sm. OF » Ve Ta oe fawe o9 ATs > 
pany in The Geisha, that is very little inferior in any resp 
. 4 Lawl TL, : » car nA . . 
company at Daly’s Theatre, Leicester Square. Indeed, in som 
r 


; 
_ - 7 ae . * ~—* + } a 
respects, it is not inferior at all. I am sure I never want to hea 


& more charming singer and piquant and pretty actress than Miss 
Hilda M ody, who is a most delicious Mimosa San The fact 
that Miss Moody has not been snatched up long ago by some Londor 


nanager shows what a sleepy-headed lot our London managers are 
Mr. Fred Wri ight, junior, is Wun Hi, the Chinaman, a part he plays 
on the same lines as his brother, Mr. Huntley Wright, at Daly's. 
Mr. Fred Wright is very funny indeed, and seems never at a loss for 
some funniment or other. Mr. Coates, who takes Mr. Hayden 
Coffin’s part, has a capital voice, and Mr. Farren Soutar and the 
others are all bright and dashing and smart. The chorus and 
mounting are splendid. What more can the provinces or the 
suburbs desire ? 


Excellent part singing may be en) joyed at Aquat 
Westminster. Five minstrel sin gers nave migrated from the 
Moore and Burgess to the Royal Aquariu hei 
George Morgan (alto), Mr. Clement Stewart (tenor), Mr. Hubert 


i> on 
ELmMeée , 


Douglas (tenor), Mr. Paul Galois (baritone), and Mr. Tom Simmonds 
(basso profundo). Their quintette singing is perfection, owing to 
their having practised and sung together for many years. Professor 
Peterson, the veteran trainer of animals, appears with his canine 
troupe. The dogs piay on glass bottles “God Save the Queen.” 

Zwo's performances in the Imperial Theatre are attracting large 


crowds 
Stamp and stampede. 
Possibly,’ says the Globe, referring to the horse which recentls 
visited the Ludgate Post Ofhce, “ p ssibly he wanted a stamp! 
ERADVENTURE he wanted a stamp 
When he into the post fice (freed 


From his vehicle) passed with a tramp, 
Not unworthy a cavalry : steed. 
And, if so, ther n vt envy his signal success 
For the post othce people to 
Have incited 1 Ine ole 1, what time I had need 
Of a stamp, by vouchsafing me little stamp-heed ! 


grievous distress 


He obtained not the stamp—which I trust 
He desired (if he would be a buyer), 
For the filial despatching of just 
A few lines to his dam or his sire! 
Yet it: nakes me uneasy, unmanned, and unnerved, 
To reflect how much better the creature was served 
Than r niall would have been. For, behold, at his need 
Of a stamp, they all gave him a ‘ess STAMPEDE ! 
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MISFORTUNES NEVER COME SINGLY. 


‘Morning, Mr. Spriggs, ’ow’s things doin’ ?*’ 
‘Bad, very bad. The moke got skeered this mornin’ and upset the barrer with the missus and the eggs. 
“Ah! And broke the eggs?” 


‘Yes, broke the eggs and the missus’s legs; 


Whose Bird? 


PRESIDENT FAURE: 


My bird! That's good, that’s very good ; 
That’s what I like to see 

I said I could, and so I could, 
And this is ‘“‘one to me.”’ 

Your brace, my friend, together weigh 
A great deal less than this 

Your judgment must have gone astray 
So fine a bird to miss. 


My bird ! Ah ! won't my wife be pleased, 
My first, my only bird 

“ Youcannot shoot!’ she’s often teased 
She has, upon my word. 

But now, triumphantly elate, 
Back to my home I'll go 

She'll welcome me, perhaps in state, 
Now I've a bird to show. 


My bird! Ah, he was very shy, 
Too shy I’ve always found 

But, though afar he used to fly, 
I've brought him to the ground. 

I marked him in his tender youth, 
So plump, so large and fine— 

I swore I'd have him, and, in truth, 
I fancy now he’s mine. 


You fired first ! Oh, that may be— 
But then I fired last— 
You missed, I hit, it seems to me 
You always are too fast. 
You think that you're of Sport the King, 
gut that’s a gross mistake. 
When partridges are on the wing 
A Frenchman takes the cake. 


Yawcouy, 
r Weason—. 








and they’re worth two shillings a dozen just now.” 





My bird! Ah, yes, I shall not yield 
For any Kaiser’s whim, 

For that one bird I came afield ; 
I mean to stick to him. 

I hit him fairly—’twas my whim, 
For months in wait to lay, 

And I should like to see the man 
Who'd snatch my prize away. 


THE EMPEROR WILLIAM :— 


Excuse me! but, upon my word, 
To leave it | de cline, 

For you to claim it, sir’s absurd, 
The partridge must be mine. 

I from the covey picked it out, 
It was the plumpest bird ; 

Your claim, sir, is beyond a doubt 
The wildest I have heard. 


Your bird! I saw, I watched it rise, 
I said, now that will do! 

Go, shoot some other, I advise 
One's not enough for two. 

You shot it? Then pray be content, 
When partridges are shy, 

It is not for a President 
To wipe a Kaiser's eye ! 


Your bird ! Oh, come, I say, you know— 
You saw me fire first! 

Your sporting skill to me you owe, 
Now for my luck you thirst. 

It's :ather hard I cannot go 
Where partridges are found; 

But you must come and spoil the show 
By dogging me around. 





Why don’t you try for lesser game ? 
Why out to Russia drag 

When Cochin-Chinas, wild or tame, 
Will fill a Frenchman's bag ? 

Try black-cock on the Niger’s bank, 
Try sea-gulls on the sea, 

Try anything, but I will thank 
You not to follow me! 


Your bird! You say so rash a thing 
With an unblushing face. 

Are you aware, sir, that I spring 
From an exalted race ? 

I'm Hohenzollern ! nothing less— 
A King by Heaven sent! 

While you—a mushroom nothingness! 
A paltry President. 


(Left quarrelling.) 


The Latest “‘Mary Had.” 


‘An indirect testimony to the timeli- 
ness and worth of Messrs. Simpkin, 
Marshall, and Co.’s recent publication, 
‘The Deadly Seventy-Three Degrees.’’] 


Mary had a little lamp, 
Which every night filled she, O! 
With oil of an obnoxious stamp— 
The deadly 73°. 


Elijah, in the olden days, 
Had a fairer weird than she, O! 
Her soul went heavenward in a blaze 
Of the deadly 73°. 
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i WHO'S BIRD? 


EMPEROR WILLIAM.—‘*THE BIRD IS MINE; I SHOT FIRST.” 
PRESIDENT FAURE.—“ THAT’S RIGHT, BUT I SHOT LAST AND BROUGHT IT DOWN.” 









(For Cartoon Verses see page 64.) 
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The Butler. 


Cuaprer VIII. 
“THE VICTORY.” 


Sin James SWEENEY watched the retreating form of Mr. John 
Thurlow from his library window. “I’m glad he’s gone,” he 
muttered. ‘He seems to have turned the house upside down, 
kissing the maids, bribing the butler, and having the impertinence 
to make love to my daughter. But we have his confounded letter, 
and I'll make him suffer. What the dickens is he tearing up, 
I wonder? Can Caroline have been foolish enough to——. No! 
No! She’s too cute for that.” Sir James rang the bell. a 

**’lell Miss 


Caroline I 
wish to 
speak to 
her,” he said 
to Lizette, 
who answer- 
ed the sum- 
mons. 

‘* Yes, sare. 
Pardong, 
sare, but is 
Mistare 
Thurlow to 
have ze or- 
dare of ze 
chuck ? "’ 

“Do my 
bidding, 
girl, and 
cease your 
impertinent 
queries,’ 
growled Sir 
James. 

‘* Yes, pa- 
pa?’ said 
Miss Caro- 
line, a few 
minutes 
later. 

‘* My child, I have rescued you from the hands of a libertine. 
The love passages between yourseif and Mr. Thurlow must cease. I 
saw him again kissing Lizette.”’ 

‘*Again! The minx, she shall leave this very minute,” snarled 
Caroline. 

‘* Wait,” replied Sir James. ‘‘ We must make him suffer first for 
his impertinence, and Lizette will be a valuable witness in court on 
our side. Show me his infernal letter.” 

Oh, papa!” said Caroline, sentimentally, drawing it from her 
bosom. ‘It is my very first, and may be the last.” 

** Don’t be a fool, Caroline. So, so!"’ he said, reading the letter. 
“Vastly sweet. Poetry, too, egad. No real promise, however, but 
sufficient, I think, for the purpose for people in our position. The 
first point, of course, is to prove the delivery of the letter. Ring for 
Lizette, please.” 

‘Now, Lizette!’’ he said to the parlourmaid when she appeared 
—suspiciously soon—in answer to the bell. ‘‘I want you to tell me 
something about a letter left for Miss Caroline by Mr. Thurlow. 
Don't be alarmed, my giri,’’ he continued, seeing that she looked 
rather frightened. ‘*‘No harm shall come to you if you will but 
tell the truth.” 

‘‘Ah, yes! [Ido recollect ze somethings,’ drawled Lizette, in 
order to gain time to invent her fibs. 

“1 want more than somethings,” rapped out Sir James. “I 
want the exact time the letter was delivered, and you must verify 
the envelope.” ; 

‘It was eleven by ze clock.” 

‘* And was this the envelope delivered ?"’ 
ing it up. 

“Oui! Yes!—No! No!" she screamed. ‘ Dat is not ze letter ! 
Dare has been some drefful mestake. Dat is my letter."’ 

§ “What's the matter?" said Sir James testily. ‘ Your letter. 
What do you mean ?”’ 

* Dat is a letter from my young man. 
Caroline by mistook.” 

‘But where is Mr. Thurlow’s letter? Come girl, no prevarica- 
tion!” he said sternly, seizing her wrist. 

“Ah! You did hurt me, Sare James.” 

“Come, then. Let me have Mr. Thurlow’s letter at once,” he 
reiterated, leaving his hold 





s 


' 


“Iv MUST HAVE BEKN A Proposal arrer avi, Pa.’ 





urged Sir James, hold- 


I did deliver it to Miss 


“ [_-I~—I did give it back to Mistare Thurlow,” she sobbed. 

‘Give it back to him?” 

“Yes! oui! he did say,” continued Lizette, glibly fibbing, 
“somethings about ze hearts dat were to be had at ze rebounds, 
and he did ask me to go on ze fly with him, and I say, ‘ Oui! oui!’ 
Zen he say, ‘ Have you sweetheart?’ and I say, ‘ Oui! oui!’ again, 
and he look black and say, ‘Give me the mongrel’s letter,’ and I did 
give him ze one dat was for Miss Caroline, thinking it was mine 
own, for he was jealous. And he was pleased to get it, because it 
was unopened, look you, and he did tear it up going down ze street.” 

‘Pleased! by thunder! I ghould think he was,” roared Sir 
James, ‘“‘but why does the letter commence, ‘My own Caroline’ ?”’ 

‘‘ Ah! we servants do call each’ others by the names ofour masters 
and mistresses. I am Miss Caroline. My fiancée, look you, is Mr. 
Thurlow’s groom, so we call him Mr. John, and ze Mr. Purler we 
call Sir James.” 

‘‘ Like their demnition cheek!’’ muttered Sir James. “ Lizette,” 
he continued, “‘ you have committed a grave mistake. We thought 
at first that Mr. Thurlow had dared to send that—that most un- 
seemly letter, and I have forbidden him the house. You may go, 
and t’.ke this cur———ahem ! your letter with you.” 

‘Tt must have been a proposal, after all, pa,’’ said Miss Caroline, 
whimpering, ‘‘ and I only got the servant’s love-sick message. Oh! 
I could cry with rage.” 

‘‘ No nonsense, Caroline,” said Sir James, -everely, and he walked 
moodily to the window. ‘It is a far more bitter disappointment 
tome. The worst of it all is, we shall have to swallow our pride, 
and keep these wretched hirelings in our service. For if this ridi- 
culous story once gets abroad we shall be laughed out of the town. 
The whole thing has been a carefully-arranged plot, and we have 
been defeated. We shall have to capitulate and make the conditions 
with as much dignity as we can. Send Purler up here to me.” 

In a few moments Purler appeared, advanced to the middle of 
the room, and struck a respectful attitude. 

‘‘Oh! Purler,”’ said Sir James, carelessly, ‘‘I have sent for you to 
tell you that my recent investigations of your pantry affairs have 
been perfectly satisfactory, as far as you are concerned, and I shall 
return your keys and book. I have also deemed it advisable to 
increase your wages and give you a freer hand in supplying the 
household goods.”’ 

‘* Very good, Sir James. Hallow me to thank you for myself and 
the hother servants.” 

‘* Lizette ain’t the only one in this house that tells whoppers,”’ 
muttered Purler, as he descended to his domain. ‘ But I don’t like 
it. He’s too civil by ’alf.”’ 

“Well ?”’ said Lizette as he approached. 

‘“* Hall’s well that ends well,” answered Purler, sententiously. 
‘We have scored a great victory. The enemy ‘av surrendered, and 
we are to receive the spoils of war, and an indemnity—payable 
quarterly.” 

‘the a 
Frumpy i ef J 
won’t be 
married 
before me, 
after all,” 
shouted 
Lizette, 
throwing 
up her cap. 

“Lizet- 
te!" said 
rPurier, 
seriously, 
“We have 
been com- 
rades in 
war. Shall 
we be com- 
rades in 
peace. Will 
you run in 
double ‘ar- 
ness With Prams 
yer own 
Purler be- 
hind the bar of a snug little pub?” 

‘Oh! Mr. Timothy; this is sudden,” said Lizette. 
the end of the year we still like each other . 

‘*Yes?”’ said Purler, anxiously. 

‘* And no one else better turns up ——” 

‘‘ Yes! Yes! ”’ 

‘Then [’ll think of it.” 











* HaLuL’s WELL THAT ENDS WELL.” 


‘“ But if at 





THE END. 
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He.—‘‘ Not a bit—why?” 











She.—‘ Does your head hurt you much, George ?”’ 


She.—‘‘ Oh, I heard you say just now you had damaged your skull.”’ 
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Impertinent Paragraphs. 
By THE * ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


I WONDER what poor old Bismarck thinks of the enthusiastic 
reception of the French President in Russia. The one thing he 
feared has come to pass—Germany is bordered by two great military 
allies, France and Russia, and does not know which way to turn for 
friends. It is a complete reversal of the Bismarckian policy—the 
ostracism of France. 


” * * 


The picture of the Russian peasant singing the “ Marscillaise,”’ 
‘‘by permission of the Censorship,” is calculated to make one open 
one’s eyes—also to laugh. Why, we shall] find the moujik calling 
his soul his own one of these days, and the Czar being elected Grand 
Master of the Royal Order of Nihilists. 


* 4 ¥ 


England is, at the time of writing, isolated on the Greek matter, 
and Germany, of course, is elated. But our isolation is better than 
their elation any day. If we get out of all these messes all over the 
world, we may thank our lucky stars—and Salisbury. In Europe, 
Africa, and Asia we have got our hands full, while in America we 
have more enemies than friends. In all the world only two foreign 
nations are really well disposed towards us—Italy andJapan. Here 
are the materials for another very excellent alliance. With them 
and our Colonies, we needn’t trouble about many of the others. 





“FUN” LYRICS, (No, 86.) 
Orr TO KLONDYKE. 


Throw down the pen and shut up the book, 

Get off the stool and take a last look 

At ledgers and entries and goods bought and sold, 
Be off now to Klondyke and search for the gold. 


Cease, clerkly automata, wasting your youth, 
Balancing cash books for others, forsooth ; 
Make one big effort, be gallant and bold, 

Be off now to Klondyke and search for the gold. 


Cease, starving workmen, to dig in dull earth; 

Dig in the ground that will prove of more worth, 
Where there’s comfort and plenty and riches untold, 
Be off now to Klondyke and search for the gold. 


Cease, idle sluggards, from rising at ten, 

Throw off your broadcloth and grow into men, 

Say good-bye to club and the pavements you strolled, 
Be off now to Klondyke and search for the gold. 


Leave crowded old England for a few years and go 

Out to the ice and the blast and the snow, 

And when no more dust your fat pockets wil) hold, 
Why, come back from Klondyke, leave to others its gold. 





Filial Appreciation. 

Father.—‘‘ Arthur, come here and read. You don’t want to be 
lazy like Leslie, do you?” 

Arthur.—* Yes I do, but I'd rather be lazy like you, and do“no 
lessons at all.” 
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First Woman (with child).—‘* What d’yer think, Mrs Jones? 
My ole man ‘as reely bringed me ‘ome some brass at last. I’m 
thinkin’ o’ gettin’ one o’ them new-fashined Dolly Varden bonnets.” 

Second Ditto.—“ Well, Mrs. Brown, that’s jest the thing as’ll soot 
yer; but if on’y yer ‘ad one o’ them ‘igh-waisted dresses as they 
used ter wear with ’em, too, yer’d look a reg’lar screamer.” 














The Winsome Willow. 
(Willow-pattern waistcoats are coming into vogue. |} 
In a dolorous fit, while his head seems to split 
On its pillow, hot pillow, hot pillow, 
Laid Launcelot nightly, and slept not a bit, 
Sighing, ‘‘ Willow, tit-willow, tit-willow! ”’ 
The lady to whom he was vassal and slave 
Little heed to his charms (which were manifold) gave ; 


And he thought about finding a suicide’s grave 
"Neath the billow, sea-billow, sea-billow! 


But he went to a wizard of gramarye, full 
Of deep skill, O! deep skill, O! deep skill, O! 
And, explaining, said: ‘‘ How may I hope to annul 
This grave ill, O! grave ill, O! grave ill, O?”’ 
And the wizard replied, in oracular tone ; 
‘Tf ye wish Cupid’s dart to be piercingly thrown 
At the damozelle’s heart, ye, to cover your own, 
Must git willow! git willow! git willow!” 


Long mused he, how he an abodement like this 
Might fulfil, O! fulfil, O! fulfil, O! 
Till an item of ‘‘ toilet news’’ made him with bliss 
All a-thrill, O! a-thrill, O! a-thrill, O! 
And his poor spretam formam no longer he mourned, 
For his charms by his loved one no longer were scorned, 
When he covered his heart with a waistcoat adorned 
With the willow! sweet willow! sweet willow! 





A Blessing on the Ballet. 

” We hear that a ballet is in preparation at the Empire in which 
newspapers are to be illustrated. An excellent idea this! Let us 
hope the ballet will be up to the Standord, and that it will be 

layed many Times, so that the critics will be able to Chronicle a 

uge success. May the Sun of public approval shine upon jit, and 
the premiére danseuse be hailed throughout the Globe as a Star of 
stars! May the Mail with his wife go daily to see, and, last but 
not least, may both music and movement be replete with Fun ! 

















Popular Poems re-Sung. 
“THE NEWSBOY’S DEBT.” 


HE was my newsboy, that is what I called him, 
Brought me my paper every afternoon, 
Was it not I who first of all installed him 
In that same “pitch ” he left, alas! so soon? 
Jim was his name—perhaps some here have seen him ! 
Clean was his face, his clothes were old but neat, 
Clear-voiced, you say? Ah, yes, I see you mean him, 
His was the sweetest treble in the street. 
Many a time the passers-by would listen 
While he was voicing Echo, Star, or Fun, 
And in their eyes I’ve seen the teardrops glisten 
Like drops of dew on a chrysanthemum. 
How he would run whene’er he saw me coming, 
Bring me my paper with a smile so bright— 
You see, I came across him first when slumming 
Down through the alley where he slept at night. 
Now to my tale. A friend of mine suggested 
That I was trusting to a broken reed, 
And then proposed Jim’s virtue should be tested, 
To which, of course, I willingly agreed. 
Papers I bought amounting to a shilling, 
Said I’d no change, and then produced a pound, 
Could he bring back the change? Said he, ‘I’m willin’,” 
And darted off like hare pursued by hound. 
Five minutes lengthened into ten in waiting 
And Jim, alas ! was nowhere to be seen, 
Slowly I felt my confidence abating, 
Slowly the minutes passed—’twas now fifteen— 
When suddenly I heard a voice behind us 
‘I’m sorry, sir, to make yer wait so long,”’ 
’Twas Jim—my newsboy, Jim—come to remind us 
That boys with lovely voices can’t go wrong. 
“Took me some time to get—you'll find it right, Sir— 
Three public-’ouses thought I’d done a guy,”’ 
I gave him half-a-crown, heard his ‘‘ Good night, Sir,”’ 
And left him selling “ specials ’”’ merrily. 
When walking home, burdened with evening papers, 
But quite light-hearted o’er my newsboy, Jim, 
I had to buy some buttons at a draper’s, 
Paying them with a shilling got from him. 
The shopman in a manner most officious 
Tested the shilling, which I thought was rude, 
Then looked at me, and said in tones suspicious, 
‘* Are you aware this shilling is not good?” 
‘‘ Not good!’’ I gasped. ‘I said so,’’ he repeated ; 
‘‘ Billy, run out for a policeman quick.” 
For every coin was bad and I'd been cheated, 
My newsboy’s honesty was but a trick. 
The shopman pitying my dire confusion 
Called back his boy and listened to my tale, 
Heard how I’d pinned my faith on a delusion, 
Then said to me, ‘I'd put that boy in jail.”’ 


And Jimmy’s treble voice is now uplifted 
In singing quite a different kind of song, 
To a reformatory he’s been shifted, 
Which proves that boys with voices can go wrong. 
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One Guinea will be given for, in the opinion of 
the Editor, the best Commemorative Poem of the Royal 
Visit of the Duke and Duchess of York to Ireland. 


The Poem selected will become the property of the 
Editor, and will be published in this paper. 


A stamped directed envelope must accompany each 
contribution, to ensure return if rejected. This page 
must accompany each Poem, which should be sent in, 
addressed to the Editor of Fun, 23, Bouverie Street, 
E.C., within ten days after the termination of the Royal 
Visit. 











